CHAPTER VI.

STELLA AND   VANESSA.

THE final crash of the Tory administration found Swift
approaching the end of his forty-seventh year. It found
him, in his own opinion, prematurely aged both in mind
and body. His personal prospects and political hopes

were crushed.    " I have a letter from Dean Swift," says
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Arbuthnot in September; " he keeps up his noble spirit,
and though like a man knocked down, you may behold
him still with a stern countenance and aiming a blow at
his adversaries." Yet his adversaries knew, and he knew
only too well, that such blows as he could now deliver
could at most show his wrath, without gratifying his
revenge. He was disarmed as well as "knocked down."
He writes to Bolingbroke from Dublin in despair. "I
live a country life in town," he says, " see nobody and go
every day once to prayers, and hope in a few months to
grow as stupid as the present situation of affairs will
require. Well, after all, parsons are not such bad com-
pany, especially when they are under subjection; and I
let none but such come near me." Oxford, Bolingbroke,
and Ormond were soon in exile or the Tower; and a let-
ter to Pope next year gives a sufficient picture of Swift's
feelings. " You know," he said, " how well I loved both
Lord Oxford and Bolingbroke, and how dear the Duke oftified hmmelf, in whone HueceHH nil
